DISGRACE   ABOUNDING

sincerely hope that by the time this book appears their lot will have
been alleviated and that I shall be able to write a postscript in that
sense.

As I came away from that Festival of Saint Nicholas and the
crowds of excited children I walked along the street of the 28th
October. This was the day on which the free Czecho-Slovak
Republic was born. On October s8th, 1938, it would have cele-
brated its twentieth birthday, By October 28th, 1938, the name
of the street had lost its meaning.

But I was glad, as I walked along it, to see those Christmas
crowds, to see the moon rising into a clear sky above towers and
turrets and spires and steeples still intact, to see the children eagerly
dragging their elders to the shop windows.

I walked across the Charles Bridge, the loveliest bridge in
Europe, as I always do when I have a few minutes to spare in
Prague, looked over the side at the Moldau flowing beneath, up
the hill at the peerless silhouette of the Hradschin. At the farther
end of the bridge, in a little open place, was a Christmas market
of peasant china and earthenware. Gaily lit booths in the dark
little square. Figures hurrying to and fro, bargaining.

I went down and walked around. Some of the loveliest and
cheapest things in Europe, the Czech and Slovak peasants make.
The Slovak pottery is exceptionally attractive. I bought, for a
few shillings, a great hand-painted platter, a really beautiful thing,
the sort of article you only find in countries where the peasants
are free and sturdy and are able to practise, even in the age of
clockwork and tin, the native handicrafts that have been handed
down to them from generation to generation.

It came from the Choden district, from one of those seven
villages which now lay behind the German frontier. Again, by
chance, I had picked up one of those memory-laden things with
which I fill my room when I have one. When I look at them I
see all Insanity Fair, with its brassy bellowings, its tricksters, its
showmen, its strong men, its dazzling lights, its mazed and surging
throngs.